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On    Shi_lolfs  dark  and  bloody  ground,       Thf     dead  and  von  tided       lay: 


A  _ 


M^-*- 


1 


^ 


. 


^~g-ir 


0 


ZSSI 


-# — »    ■  «■ — #- 


IB 


rrg 


5.^r 


«- 


_=» 0.. 


— g 


'  in 

h 

J? 

7        - 

(■  •   fc      P 

Jt0^ 

i^^^ 

p/t 

-? ^ ! * #- 

_, — -b    #  ,   ;    ; 

— t* 0 — 

_|_^#_-_A_ 

a d — 9 — ' 

f — 

# 

1 T rr- 

-V — # —    »-i-id 

■""11"        i    " 

# — » — i 

\zi 

1 1 

i — 

mongst  them  was 

a  drummer  boy, 
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beat   the 
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wounded      soldier    held  him  up_       His       drum   was     by     his         side; 
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clasp*  d    his    hands,  then     rais\l  his  eyes,  And  prayed  he  fore      he    died.  He 
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clasp*d         his  hands , then  rais\l  his  eyes,         And  prayed  before      he    died, 
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*Z.  Look  down       upon  the  battle 
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Oli,   Thou  our  Heavenly    Friend'.         Have    iner     _     cy  on  our  sinful 


field, 


Drummer  boy.    |352 —  5. 
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souls!"  The    soldier's    cried-  "A   _  uieiil"  For    gathered   'round  a 
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little  group,        Each    brave   men    knelt  and     cried; 


They     list'  _    ned 
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to  the       drum   .mer    hoy,      Who    prayed       he _ fore         he     died.  They 
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list'  _    _    ned      to  the  drummer     hoy, 
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"Oh,  Mother,"    said  the  dying  boy, 
"Look  down  from  heaven  on   me, 
Receive    me  to  thy   fond  embrace  — 

Oh,  take    me    home  to  thee. 
IVe   loved  my  country  as   my  God; 
To  serve  them  hoth  Pve  tried," 
l|:He  smiled,  shook   hands—  death  seiezd  the  hoy 
Who  prayed  hefbre  he  died.    :|| 
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Each  soldier   went,  then,  like    a  child- 
Stout  hearts  were  they,  and  brave; 

The   flag;  his  winding  —sheet—  God's   Book 
The   key  unto   his  grave. 

They  wrote    upon  a  simple   hoard 
These  words;      This  is  a  guide 
||: To  those   who'd  mourn  the  drummer  boy 
Who  prayed  before   he  died.  :H 

o 

Ye  angels   'round  the    Throne   of  Grace, 

Look   down   upon  the   braves, 
Who  fought   and  died  on   Shiloh's  plain, 

Now    slumbering  in  their  graves'. 
How    many   homes    made  desolate  — 

How    many  hearts    have   sighed  — 
||:  How    many,  like  that  drummer  boy, 

Who  prayed  before  they  died!  :|| 
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